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his elbow, painfully straightening his shoulders.  His greal
coat, fur cap and boots were all wet with the mist whic
had descended at sunrise, and he was chilled to the bone.
" We can't find his weapons.   Did you take them ? D
wake up, Melekhov ! "
" Why, yes, I took them.  But what's up ? "             ;
Fomin went off without speaking.  Gregor rose and shoo
out  his   greatcoat.   Some  distance  away  Chumakov ws
preparing breakfast: he washed the only dish they possessec
then, pressing a loaf of bread to his chest, cut off four equ;
hunks, poured milk out of a jug into the dish and, crumblin
a solidly boiled piece of millet porridge, looked at Grego]
" You've slept late this* morning, Melekhov '  See whei
the sun's got to ? "
""The man with a clear conscience always sleeps well,
Sterladnikov said as he wiped the wooden spoons on tb
edge of Ms greatcoat after washing them.   c< But Kapari
didn't sleep a wink all night, he tossed and turned. ..."  -
Fomin smiled as he looked at Gregor.
" Sit  down and have breakfast, brigands," Chumako
proposed.   Without waiting for the others he began to spoo
up his milk, then bit off a good half of his hunk of breac
Gregor picked up his spoon and, staring hard at the other?
asked :
" Where's Kaparin ? "
Fomin   and   Sterladnikov   went   on   eating  in  silence
Chumakov gazed fixedly at Gregor, but he too said nothing
" Where's Kaparin got to ? " Gregor asked again, thoug
he had a mournful suspicion of what had happened durin
the night.
" Kaparin's a long way away now/' Chumakov answerec
smiling imperturbably. ff He's floating down to Rosto\
I expect he's rocking somewhere about Ust-Khopersl
There's his sheepskin hanging, look. . . ."
" Have you really killed him ? " Gregor asked, glancin
swiftly at Kaparin's sheepskin coat.
There was no point in asking. Everything was quit
clear already, but for some reason he did ask. At firs
nobody answered, and he repeated the question.
" Why, of course we've killed him," Chumakov said, anl
covered his grey, femininely beautiful eyes with his lashes
" I killed him. That's my job these days, to kill people. .. .J